JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
Saturday, March izth.
On my way to seeing Mrs. L. I called at a bread-shop in Holborn.
To judge from the exterior one could desire no place of refresh-
ment more fastidiously neat and dainty. But when I was inside
I found the shop and the room at the back occupied by women
and girls in various conditions of deshabille. The place was
being cleaned, and the hour being only n a.m. customers were
clearly not expected. The girls all looked up surprised, and
with a show of indifference I picked my way amongst kneeling
figures into the inner room. When I had sat down, I heard a
rummaging noise under the table, and presently a fat young
girl appeared therefrom. She hurried away laughing, but came
back shortly and produced from under the table a tin bowl of
dirty water which she carried away, with a giggle. I ordered
a glass of milk and a sandwich, and then waited. A girl, tall,
thin and vacuous, ran upstairs and came down soon afterwards
pinning on an apron at the back. She brought me my food. I
ate it, while looking at a dirty newspaper placed to protect the
newly-washed floor, and at the crimson petticoat showing
through the placket-hole of a girl who was washing the floor
behind the counter. I could feel about me the atmosphere of
femininity. The dirt and untidiness spoilt the taste of my
food, and I thought: " This is a bad omen for the result of my
interview with Mrs. L."
The room into which I was shown in Gower Street was, I
think, the ugliest, the most banal I have seen. From the twisted
columns of the furniture to the green rep of the upholstering,
everything expressed Bloomsbury in its highest power. This
was a boarding-house. My hopes sank, and they were not
raised by the appearance of Mrs. L, who combines the profession
of a landlady with that of a " mental healer ". She looks the
typical landlady, shabbily dressed, middle-aged, and with that
hardened, permanently soured expression of eyes and lips which
all landladies seem to acquire. She fitted with and completed
the room.
She asked me about my stammering and my health generally,
talking in a quiet, firm, authoritative voice. I noticed the
fatigue of her drooping eyelids and the terrific firmness of her
thin lips. She told me how she had been cured of nervousness
by Dr. Patterson of America, and gave a number of instances of
his success and her own in " mentally treating " nervous and
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